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HE following being the firſt poetical 
Publication to which I have ventured 

to affix my name, I with pleaſure embrace the 
opportunity of inſcribing it to you, on account 
of the reſpect and eſteem which I owe to you 
in general. A more particular inducement 
was the very friendly and chriſtian manner in 
which you ſympathized with the Author, 
under thoſe trying circumſtances of diſtreſs 
which gave birth to the firſt and largeſt poem 
in the collection. The imperfect compliment 


I now offer, I have long meditated, but not 
finding 
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1 
finding among my former productions any 
which I thought worthy of my own name, I 


did not preſume to avail myſelf of yours. 
I have the Honour to be, 
Madam, 
Your obliged, humble Servant, 


J. H. 
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TI S done, *tis done, the bitter hour is paſt, 
And Iſabel my treaſure, my delight, 

Is number'd with the dead. I ſee the hearſe 
With ſable plumes and ſullen- footed ſteeds 

The village church approach. I ſee the corſe, 
From its dark cell releas'd, by many a hand 
Uplifted heavily. I hear the bell 

Toll to the low and melancholy ſtep 

Of mute proceſſion, the white prieſt before, 
The mourners following, and in the midſt, 


Thee my delight, my pleaſure, and my hope, 
B Under 
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Under the flowing pall. I ſee my love 
Borne thro' the portal of her native church 
Thence never to return, I hear a voice 
Conſign her to oblivion, duſt to duft, 
Aſhes to aſhes. 


Everlaſting God, 
Author of life, and ſovereign of death, 
Why haſt thou ſtript me of this lovely gem, 
The glory of my boſom? Was my tongue 
Unwilling to intreat thee ? Was my knee 
Tardy to kneel ? or did my anxious heart 
Aſk without fervour for the life it ſought ? 
Myſterious being, with unceaſing prayer 
Have I thy throne approach'd, beſceching health 
For this my deareſt bleſſing. With large tears 
Have I thy grace intreated day and night, 
Requeſting rather pain and poverty 
Than this ſo bitter loſs, Yet ſtill in vain 
Have I beſought thee, and thy will be done, 


I know 
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I know there is not righteouſneſs in man, 
And of the bleſſings which I yet enjoy 

I nothing merit, Loud as I complain'd, 
Devoutly as I pray'd, thine ear was ſhut 
Without injuſtice ; and the pains I feel 
Are the due wages of my mean deſert. 


Eternal God, muſt I no more enjoy 
The genial comforts which thy liberal hand 
Once ſhed about me Muſt yon lonely cot 
Know me no more ? yon wood-beſprinkled vale 
Echo no longer to my careleſs ſong ? 
No! my ſweet treaſure Iſabel is gone, 
And in yon rural manſion lives no more 
The village Curate. To ſome ſtranger's eye 
Muſt it unfold its bloſſoms, the ſweet buds 
Which art has caught its windows to ſurround, 
To mine they give no pleaſure, nor to me 
Smiles, as it did, the valley or the brook, 


The wood, the coppice, the paternal oak, 
22 Or 
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Or village ſteeple ſtation'd on the hill. 

No! my ſweet treaſure Iſabel is gone. 

Some meſſenger of God my door has paſt 
From earth returning, ſaw the beauteous flower, 
Tranſported gather'd it, and in his hand 

Bore it to Heay'n rejoicing. Lo! my tears 
They flow for Iſabel, whom theſe my eyes, 
When firſt they wak'd to reaſon and to ſenſe, 
Found a poor friendleſs infant at my fide 
In the fame cradle ſleeping. With a ſmile 
And arms outſtretch'd it pleaded for my love, 
And won affection which no time could kill, 


No accident abate. Our ſouls were one, 


One were our hopes, our pleaſures, and our pains, 


Wept Iſabel ? into her wounded heart 
Sweet conſolation her companion pour'd. 
Droop'd with diſtemper her unhealthy mate 
She at his ſide ſat weeping, ſooth'd his pain 
With gentle eye-drops and the tender tone 
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Of ſympathy maternal, nor forbore 
Till roſy welfare to his cheek return'd. 


Then ſported they together, from the world 
Long time remote, where yon enormous downs 
Shoulder the eaſtern moon. The mountain's ſide 
They ſcaled together, on his airy brow 
Together loiter'd, and together bowl'd 
The bounding flint into the vale below. 
Together ſtood they trembling on the cliff 
To view the wide unlimited expanſe 
Of ocean green beneath, what time the ſtorm 
His azure realm had troubled, and at large 
The tempeſt-loving porpoiſe thro' his waves 
Flounder'd unheeding. On the pebbly beach 
With painful ſtep they travell'd fide by fide, 
Shrunk at the thund'ring downfall of the ſurge, 
And chas'd the flying foam. Never apart 
Till Education at her ſeaſon came, 

B 3 Seyer'd 
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Sever'd their hands, and bade the boy averſe 
To learning's diſtant fane her ſteps attend. 

Yet ſtill tow'rd Iſabel's belov'd retreat 
A longing eye he caſt, her parting tears 
Remember'd, her engaging ſmile, her look 
Of meek affection, her impaſſion'd kiſs. 


Oſt on the ſpotleſs ſheet with breathing pen 


He pour'd the tender ſentiment he felt. | 
She the warm line perus'd, and dwelt with pride 


On ev'ry glowing period, 


So increas'd 
Love not to be ſubdued, and like the moon 
To ampler plenitude and ſweeter day 
Proceeded hourly; but not like the moon 
Increas'd to wane, augmented but to change. 
No, my ſweet Iſabel, thy faithful love 
Knew no decline; from day to day it grew, 
From year to year, an amaranthine flower 
Unchangeable, With exquiſite delight 

She 
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She welcom'd home the countenance the lov'd; "7 
What time Vacation gan his airy dance 
And left Tuition nodding o'er his books 

In Academus' ſhades. With ſhow'r of joy 
Welcom'd the day when Education's claims 


Drew to a period, and the youth was her A 


T 


Never to leave her more, 


T ken to the cot 
Not unaccompanied by thoſe they 10ë 
Contented they withdrew. Then life began, 5298 
And ſweetly paſt it by their happy door, 8 
While they and health and innocence within * 5 a g 
Sat at the board together. There they duels, | - 
And often roſe in the ſweet morn of May 5 
To watch the flow and timorous return : 
Of renovated Spring. With eye vel. lead 
They ſaw the ſun induſtrious from his couch 


Still on the morrow with an earlier ſmile 
B 4 His 
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His beauteous dawn diſpenſe, With joyful heart 


Noted the progreſs of the gradual vale 

Slowly reviving, ſaw the op'ning bud 

Spread its incautious bloſſom to the breeze, 
The tender leaf for its protection ſpring, 

And gloried to behold the lonely oak 

In tardy foliage cloth' d. Yes, day by day 

T was thy ſupreme and innocent delight 

With me, my Iſabel], the plant and flower, 
The ſhrub and the eſpalier, the high wood, 
The hedge-row, field, and orchard to obſerve, 
Each in its turn with vegetative life 

Freely indued, and as its ſeaſon came 

Clad in peculiar honors. With thy eye 

Has mine enchanted round the garden ſtray d, 
And oft have I beheld thee with a ſinile 

Thy families protecting, raiſing ſome, 
Some wedding to the marriageable ſtem, 

And ſome with dew-drops cheering. 


Ah! 
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Ah! no more 
Muſt thy ſweet converſe in the garden ſhade 
My liſt'ning ear engage. Thou ſhalt no more 
Hear me diſcourſe of wiſdom freely ſhed 
On ev'ry work below, and to the fight 
Of him who ſearches eaſy to be ſeen. 
Our eyes no more upon the bloom of ſpring 
Shall dwell together. Never ſhall I hear 
Thy tongue again the concert of the grove 
Applaud, and mark at thy requeſt the ſtrain 
Of many a warbler ſinging to his mate. 
The bird of morn f that on the ſun beam floats, 
What time he darts it from the deep aflant 
And ſmites unſeen the flecker'd roof of Heav'n, 
Shall no more wake thee with his early ſong 
In wild diviſion warbled. Nor again 
Her ſolo anthem ſhall the bird of night 
Heard with attention, to thy watchful ear 
In the ſtill coppice vary, Eve and morn 
Participated 
+ The Lark. t The Nightingale. 
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jt Participated pleaſure ſhall no more 
g To us diſtribute. With thy arm in mine 
| I ſhall no more the ſober walk enjoy 
: In the ſtill ev'ning vale, what time the rook 
With whiſp'ring wing bruſhes the midway air 
To the high wood impatient to return, 
We ſhall no more yon family of oaks 
Which crowds the bottom of the gloomy vale 
Viſit together, when the ſhades of night : 
Double the horrors of their mingled boughs. 
We ſhall not liſten to the free complaint 
Of the day-dreading partridge, oft diſpers'd 
il And often pitied by thy tongue and mine, 
I We ſhall not hear with ſympathetic heart 

f The diſtant bell, whoſe deep and equal tone 
| Tolls to the grave ſome relative deceas'd, 

| 


| | Some child, ſome parent, or ſome ſpouſe beloy'd, 


N And dear to them who follow, as ourſelves 


7 Were precious to each other, 
4 | No! 
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No! dear girl, 
Thy own fad knell has toll'd, My wounded heart 
Has yearn'd at thy deceaſe, and tho' my foot 
Refus'd to follow to the yawaing grave 
Thy cold remains, my overflowing eye 
Has wept thee plenteouſly. It weeps thee ſtill, 
And daily, while I may, the ſilent ſpot 
Where thy poor reliques reſt, with ſwelling heart 
Will I reviſit. - Daily by thy grave 
Will I the luxury of grief profuſe 
Indulge, and dwell a ſtatue on the ſpot 
Where the dark vault its ſtony jaws has clos'd 
On Iſabel my treaſure, and ere long 
Shall cloſe on me. The ſolitary walls 
Which guard thy corſe, ſhall my domeſtic Mule 
With unaffected eulogy inſcribe, 
And place her breathing tablet o'er thy. bones 
With the deep ſigh of exquiſite regret. 
| My tongue ſhall oft report thee, and my feet 
Rejoice to be detain'd, while at thy ſide 

I tell 
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I tell the moving tale of thy deſert. 

Here fleeps my Iſabel, the brighteſt gem 
Heav'n in my crown had plac'd, my boſom-ſtar, 
The ſweet companion of my lonely hours, 
Whoſe preſence made a moment of a day, 
Whoſe abſence makes a century of an hour, 
With me ſhe trip'd upon the airy down, 
With me ſhe loiter'd in the ſunny vale; 
With me applauded nature, ever fair 
Revolve in what viciſſitude ſhe will. 

In ev'ry ſeaſon of the beauteous year 


Her eye was open, and with ſtudious love 


Read the divine Creator in his works. 


Chicfly in thee, ſweet Spring, whenev'ry nook 
Some latent beauty to her wakeful ſearch 
Preſented, ſome ſweet flow'r, ſome virtual plant. 
In ev'ry native of the hill and vale 

She found attraction, and where beauty fail'd 
Applauded odor or commended uſe, 


So was the wild geranium to her breaſt, 
However 
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However ſimple and however plain, 

A welcome ornament; germander ſo 

With his blue flow'r on ev'ry bank diſpers'd 
No gueſt impertinent. The humble verch 
Her poly grac'd, and the pale roſe of prime. 
The orchis elegant, with many a tier 

Of fly-reſcmbling bloſſoms each o'er each 
Pagoda-like diſpos'd. With tender ſenſe 
The pimpernel, which to the humid morn 
Ere yet the ſhower-ſhedding cloud appears 
Its boſom cloſes and preſages wet. 

The tanſey with its bloom of gold, and leaf 
Verdant above, with filver lin'd beneath. 
The lujula which often on the bank 

Dwells by the wood-land ſtrawberry, and preſents 
A leaf not leſs delicious than his fruit, 


A flow'r ſuperior. 


Such and thouſands more 
Leifurely gather'd have thy hand and breaſt 


Dear 
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Dear Iſabel adorn'd, while I well-pleas'd 

Have mark'd thy ſtudious ſearch, and unperceiv'd 
Drawn thee thus loit'ring in unutter'd ſong; 
Or idly wound the claſping eglantine 

About thy crown, or filled thy hair with flow'rs 
Of the ſweet woodbine, whoſe maternal branch 
Suckles the bee with honey and the moth. 

Yes, gentle maid, thy ſteps have I purſued 

In ſearch of ſummer beauties, and obſery'd 
Myriads that wak'd me to delight and joy, 

But none ſo fair, ſo lovely as thyſelf. 

With thee have I admir'd the ſhady grove, 
The funny champaign, the extenſive weald 
Scatter'd with ſteeples, meſſuages, and mills, 


And dwelt on many a pleaſurable ſpot 


Of interſected paſture, with its ſtack, 


Cottage and lodge, few ſheep and grazing cow, 


Deeming content and happineſs were there, 
With thee have I applauded the deep vale, 


Its verdure mellowing as it ſtole away, 


To 
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To either margin of a winding ſtream 
Preſenting fainter ſhadows, ſofter woods ; 
With thee beheld with ſmile affectionate 
Our native downs remote, hill behind hill, 
Gigantic family, ſome near, ſome far, 
With-drawing till their faint expiring tops 
Were almoſt loſt and melted into air, 
With thee have 1 delighted ſtill to rove 
At morn, at eve, in twilight and at noon, 
Long as ſweet Summer laſted. Chiefly then 
When tufts of primroſe ſmil'd upon the bank, 
Gracing the verge of ſome tranſlucent ftream 
Or glaſſy lake, whoſe mirror their ſoft flow'rs 
Refleted ſofter to the loit*rer's eye. 
Or when the {trawberry with ruddy cheek 
Provok'd the finger to be plucking (till, 
When fragrant honey-ſuckle his ſweet flow'r 
Along the hedge-row ſcatter'd, and the breeze 
Of ev'ning freely his perfume diſpens'd; 
When bloflom'd clover, or the martial bean, 
The 
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The hay-rick newly built, or bitter hop 
Emitting from the oaſt a grateful ſteam, 
Fill'd all the vale with odors. Arm in arm 
Have we the dews of ev'ning often met, 
And the pale ray of the September moon, 
What time aſcending with diſcolour'd cheek 


She peer'd above the cloud or highland wood, 


And filently improving as ſhe roſe 

Hung o'er the faded landſcape full of light; 
A glorious lamp to cheer a boundleſs hall 
Floating acroſs the living dome of Heav'n 
Suſpended upon nothing. Arm in arm 
Have we the ſun of morning on the brow 
Yet unapparent welcom'd, and his ſoft 
Emergent glory like the bee emjoy'd 


Roving from bank to bank, from hill to hill. 


Along the meadow now, or thro' the field 


Of ſheaves erect, or barley by the ſcythe 
In frequent lines diſpos'd, or fertile oat. 


Now by the ſtream, to hear the liquid lapſe 
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Of Rother gliding o'er ſome pebbly ſhoal, 

Or with hoarſe tumult thro' the ſoamy dam 
And idle mill-wheel falling. Homeward now 
Thro' many a garden which the foſter'd hop 
Shades with his branch prolific, yet untouch'd. 
Now to ſome quarter where his honours fall, 
Thro' many a family who pluck his flow'rs 
And fill the bin with gold, there to delay 

And haply ſome aſſiſt the pole to ſtrip, 
Beſtowing freely a few moment's toil 

To mark how induftry her taſk purſues, 

With finger never weary, ſinging ſtill. 

Now to the village whoſe aſpiring church 
High on a hillock in the valley ſtands, 

And ſmiles with glory in the riſing ſun 

As if it lov'd the proſpect it adorns. 


How ſweet the pleaſure then, in ſome lone nook 


Under a precipice, or lofty wood 
To paulc and liſten, while the village bells, 
By diſtance mellow'd, their melodious tones 
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Each after other to the feeding ear 
Softly perſuaſive utter'd ; faintly heard 


Sometimes, and ſcarce more audible, remote, 


Than the mellifluous octave, gently touch'd 
By ſome impaſſion' d ſongſtreſs to relieve | 
Her ſoul-ſubduing ſong ; ſometimes more bold, 
A ſweet harmonious diapaſon ſwell 

Of gradual increaſe, by the breeze at length 

In loud conſuſion huddled on the ear, 


Till echo chid them and they died again. 
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An me! ſuch pleaſures ſhall be mine no more. 

My lov'd companion, whoſe endearing ſmile 

And ſenſible remark made all things ſweet; 

Attends my paths no more. My gentle friend 

Is ſnatched away to Heav'n. Content is gone, 

And ſorrow ſaddens every ſtep I tread. 

Dear ſpirit, come again. In ſome lone hour, 

While thus I fit in melancholy thought, 

With eyes intent upon the quiv'ring flame 

That plays along the hearth, and ſhed my tears 

Without reluctance, open wide the door, 

Steal to my ſide unſeen, and with a kiſs 

As often wont my reverie diſperſe, 

Recall me with a ſmile from the dark gloom 

Of woe and diſcontent, and once again 

Bring to my fide ſweet peace; for ſhe is fled 

And has been long departed. When diſeaſe 

Firſt prey'd on thee, my treaſure, ſhe withdrew 
C. 2 And 
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And wander'd God knows whither. Cruel maid, 


She left me tho! I lov'd her, and is gone 
With thofe to linger who ſhall prize her lefs. 
Then come again, dear ſpirit, come again, 
And let thy ſmile exhilarate a ſoul 

Which cannot live and be content alone. 

I will eſteem thee more and chide thee leſs, 


And nothing utter which thy heart ſhall wound, 


Tho? death divide us never. Want of eaſe 
And frequent ſenſe of agony conceal'd, 

Has ſometumes made me in the wayward hour, 
E'en thee, thou blameleſs innocent, reprove; 
And thou haſt wept to eaſe an aching heart 
Which almoſt burſt at my undue rebuke, 
Retura again, ſweet ſpirit. Let me weep, 
And make atonement for the wrong I own. 


Thou wilt not blame me. Guilty as I am 


Forgiveneſs ſhall be mine, Wert thou my judge 


My deht of treſpaſs would be ſinall indeed. 


Come 


Dif 


aid, 


judge 


Come 
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Come, let me hold thee with a, father's love, 

And yield thee benefits thrice more in weight 
Than father ever on his child beſtow'd. 
Thou art my daughter. When my weeping Muſe 
The filial Marg' ret drew, ſhe copied thee. 
Nor can I deem thee to the brilliant gem 
Of More inferior, tho' with juſtice ſtil'd 
The grace of Britain. Piety was thine, 
As piety was her's. Good humour, love, 
Compaſſion, pleaſaatry and ſoft addreſs, 
Exterior ſymbols of a mind within 
Gentle, humane, and friendly, grac'd you both. 
Both from attentive childhood's earlieſt hour 
Were by the Muſes nurtur'd, Marg'ret's eye 
Delighted ever on the page to dwell 
Of ſweet inſtruction, and no leiſure hour 
Neglected Iſabel and not improv d; 
Purſuing ſtill the multifarious tale 
Of general ſtory, of the world at large 
Diſcourſing, ancient continent and new, 

+ Britanniz decus.—Eraſm. 
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Of kingdoms born and mighty ſtates deceas d, 
Of wars and victories and routed hoſts, 


And millions ſlain, of whom and of their deeds 


But in the claſſic page no trace exiſts. 
Now to the changes of her native iſle 
Strictly attentive, from its earlieſt birth 


The growth of pow'r ſhe trac'd, and gradual" rife 


Of commet᷑e feeble in its firſt effay, 
Spreading another and another fail, 

Till ocean fwarm'd with ventures, till exceſs 
Came to the ſhores, till luxury began, | 
And exquiſite refinement wondrous nice 
Allow'd no blemiſh in the work ſhe ſought. 
The birth of learning then, and childiſh march 
Of ſcience yet an infant led by ſtrings 

She mark d, and-thro ſucceſſive ages watch'd 
The puny ſtripling till he grew to man. 

With ſages thus which every age adorn'd, 
Philoſophers and ſcholars, the ere long 


Had intimate acquaintance, and the tale 
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Of anecdote peculiar ſtill purſued 
And gloried to remember. Ye whoſe pens 


In moral leſſon have your country taught, 


29 


Say which of you ſhe knew not? ſtudious ever 


Of your inſtructive and amuſing line, 
Whether it march'd in ſolemn ſtate along, 
Or wanton'd idly to arreſt the eye 
And lead the ſlumb'ring judgement unawares 
To ſenſe of duty. Which of you, ye bards, 
Had ſhe not follow'd thro” your airy flights? 
Whether aloft in Epic ſong ſublime 
And bold Pindaric ſoaring, or beneath 
Flutt'ring in humble verſe, or ſteqdier ſong 
Warbling ſuſpended in the midway Heav'n. 
From the wild terrace of the Britiſh muſe 
She ev'ry flow'r had gather'd, and difpos'd 
In cabinet ſecure her poſied ſweets, 
The weed rejecting ever. Witneſs theſe 
So neatly pen'd, ſo carefully preſerv'd, 
Volumes of beauty, for the leiſure eye 

C 4 


And 
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And faithleſs memory copied. Proſpers here 

The punieſt bloſſom of the claſſic muſe, 

Here flouriſhes the faireſt, Chiefly thine 

Thou bard of nature Shakeſpeare. Milton thine, 
Thine Dryden, from a mound of rubbiſn cull'd, 
Vet not inferior to the beſt that blow. 

Thine Spenſer, to the antiquarian eye 

Soberly pleaſing. Butler thine, replete 

With learning, ſenſe and wit. Roſcommon thine, 
Judicious, elegant, and Otway thine 

Applauded and reprov'd. Thine Pope, as gems 
Not ſeldom luſtrous, ſometimes tinſel-rayed. 
Thine gentle Pomfret, not to be deſpis'd, 

And nebulous Blackmore thine. Thine charming 
Politeſt grace of the dramatic page, [Rowe, 


And thine poetic Prior, Parnel thine, 


To me of lovely fragrance, Thomſon thine, 
And thine more muſical, deſcriptive lefs, 
Young, in whoſe tedious and protracted ſong 
Still gleams and ſtill expires the cloudy day 
2 of 


ine, 


ning 


of 


TEARS OF AFFECTION: 31 


Of genuine Poetry. Thine too are there, 

Impetuous Akenſide, as thunder ſtrong. 

Thine awful, pleaſing, perſecuted Gray. 

Thine lovelorn Littleton, and Shenſtone thine 

An artificial noſegay made of ſhells. 

And thine not leaſt eſteem'd, tho' lateſt nam'd, 

Ingenious Cowper. From thy various Muſe, 

Sweet bard, ſhe frequent entertainment fought, 

Nor long could ſeek in vain. Upon thy page 

Her eye was feeding, when invidious death 

Her boſom wounded with his poiſon'd ſhaft, 

And ſoon ſhe thought thy labour to repay 

Wich ſome fair pledge of honour and eſteem 

By her own art accompliſh'd, Time to come 

Far as the ken of certainty may reach 

She to diſplay had purpos'd, and thine ear 

With ſweet prophetic narrative to feed 

As long as hunger would. For ſhe had ill 

The moon from her high orbit to decoy 

And hold her ſpell- bound in the midſt of Heav'n 
While 
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While the propounded queſtion, at what hour 
The phaſy wand'rer with decreaſing orb 

Her courſe anomalous fulfill'd unſeen. 

Or at what hour with half repleniſh'd horn 
She grac'd the brow of eve, or when replete 
Roſe in full glory in the belt of night. 

Then queſtion ſprung, if m her annual courſe 
Ofc times the world embracing, thro' the band 
Which marks the fancied circuit of the ſun 

At her renewal or her full-fac'd hour 

She paſs'd. Affirmative reply with ſtyle- 
Correct was noted, and from thence arofe 
Examen nice, how near or how remote 

The node ſhe ſail'd to or the node ſhe left; 
And whether as ſhe journey'd, void or fill'd, 
She touch'd the diſtant ſhadow of the earth, 
Or ſhadow'd earth herſelf. Earth's ſhadow then 
Was feebly pictur'd, and the point exact 
By computation noted, where the orb 


Of night firſt ſmote it, and her borrow'd beam 


I Slowly 
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Slowly ſubmitted, till her faded cheek 

Was all with wan deliquium ſicklied o'er. 

Her central courſe athwart the ſhade ſhe croſs'd 
And every moment of her pallid march 

Were repreſented then, till her thick veil 

Earth drew aſide, impatient of delay 

And the ſweet loſs ſhe mourn'd. Then glow'd anew 
The filver creſcent with improving horn, 
And the fair orb thro' all her changes paſt 

Of wane and increaſe in a ſummer's eve. 

The moon thus portrayed in her languid hour, 
Queſtion aroſe what time her ray leſs orb 

The ſunbeam intercepted, and how large 

The portion ſever'd from his ardent globe 

By her intruding diſę; at what bright hour 
She gan invade him, and her central path 
Whether it ſmote his axis in the midſt 


Fad 


Total eclipſe inducing, or a ring 


Of glory ſparing on his utmoſt ſkirt, 


Such 
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Such arduous queries would the faic one aſk 
And reaſon anſwer'd, on her ſpotleſs blank 
The luminaries painting, each in turn 
Involv'd in partial or in total gloom ; 
The one long ſtruggling with her adverſe hour, 
The other ſoon victorious. Nor alone 
Computed ſhe the labours of the moon 
Or pareat ſun, as their expiring balls 
The paſſant year alarm'd, or years to come 
Clouded with idle terrors yet unborn. 
Into the dark abyſm of ages paſt 
An eye inquiſitive ſhe threw, and oft 
The credulous hiſtorian, copying ſtill 
The date erroneous, with unerring art 
Chaſtis'd and rectified, the glorious fact 
To its loſt hour reſtoring, till the page 
Of maim'd chronology ſpake truth alone, 


Such was thy ſkill, dear maid, by nature taught 


The maze of heay'nly motions to explore, 


Nor 


or 
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Nor this thy only art, in numbers vers'd, 
And able early to untie with eafe 
The problematic knot, howe'er delay'd 


By fraction cumberſome, and hard to rule. 
Thine was the pow'r, when calculation fwarm'd 
With digits numberleſs, and ſcarce could urge 
Her toilſome proceſs, by unweildy ſize 
Retarded, to conduct with eaſe the mind 
Thro' all its movements to the truth it ſought 
By that ſweet art of the wild Arab learn'd. 
Compendious method, whoſe diſputing march 
Relieves the ſoul of effort, and cuts ſhore 

The labour of attention, making truth 

To him who millions agitates involv'd 

No longer vex'd and tedious, nor to him 
Who geometric inference purſues, 

Still on the letter'd diagram intent, 


Thine alſo was the art, to touch with {kill 


And various feeling the perſuaſive ſtop 
Of 
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Of organ mellow-ton'd, flow movement firft 
And folemn fingering, till the lapt ſoul 

With ſweet indulgence ſatiated 'gan doze 

As if by opium lull'd, and ill perceiv'd 

The melting lapſe of diapaſon ſounds, 
Harmonious combination falling flow 

Into a tremulous expiring cloſe, 

Then the briſk fugue with captivating air, 
Expreſſive pauſe, and tone diſtinct and loud, 
Led like ſome active hero to the field, 

Led and was followed by battalions firm, 
Till univerſal uproar fill'd the ear. 

Then follow'd tender air, that ſtole along 
Like ſofteſt poetry, whoſe dying fall 

Might raviſh Heav'n itſelf. . Then ſolemn march, 
Impulſe ſcarce needing of the pow'rful trump 
And loud reverberating drum, to wake 


Repoſing valour to gigantic deeds, 


Then air accompanied by verſe and voice, 


Haply of Handel's mule, for ſome ſweet grace 
Selected 
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Selected and eſteem'd, haply deriv'd 

From genius leſs improv'd, from living art 
Which ſeldom to the judgment dares appeal 
Her ſong compiling for the ear alone. 

Religious anthem then thy ſpreading hand 

With its full concord ſwell d, whether it breath'd, 
Melodious ſolo or harmonious verſe, 

Or ſhouted chorus awfully devout 


Enrich'd with all the myſteries of tone, 


What grace had muſic which to thee was new 
Or hard to copy, evermore intent 
Upon her learned pleaſure- giving page. 
And yet not ſo intent, but chat thy cye 
Would often hunger for ſedater fare, i 
Would thirſt th' amuſtng characters of Greece 
In Homer's line to read, and drink the ſtream 
Of pure Caſtaliuk genuine as it fell. oe 


Nor of that fount alone, but of che ſount 


Of God, whence prophets their ſublimer draught 
Drew, 
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Drew, till the plenteous bev'rage on their lips 


Kindled divine enthuſiaſm, long'd thy ſoul 


To taſte with freedom. Hence thy brave attempt 


To climb the mountain of Judzan writ, 
Till nought of Hebrew rudiment thy ſearch 
Or memory eſcap'd. The key was thine 
The ark of ancient promiſe to unlock, 

And there the ſacred leaf to others dumb 

To ſcan and to interpret for thyſelf. 

Yet lighted not thy truth-adoring ſoul 

The volume of tranſlation, long eſteemed 
And executed well, nor needing yet, 

Save here and there, a ſenſe - reſtoring touch. 


Thence drew thy judgment a continual fcaſt, 
The chain of prophecy expounding (till 


Link after link as ſtory lent thee light, 

And tracing with conviction the ſtrong proof 
Of Chriſtian verity, {ti!! free to doubt 

And nothing credulous, yet yielding ſtill 


To equal teſtimony brave aſſent. 
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Socn were the treaſures of thy active mind, 
Ingenious Iſabel; ſuch the ſweet arts 

Which made thee to a brother dear indeed; 
That not the pious child of More to him 
Seem'd to poſſeſs, enchanting as ſhe was, 

Of mental beauty a more ample ſhare, 

Yet, lovely as thou wert, thy hour is paſt, 
Thy beaming day is ended. Thou art gone, 
Fleeting and tranſient as the cloud of morn, 
And only this poor feeble outline lives, 

This ſtol'n reſemblance of thy trembling ſhade 
Caſt by the midnight taper on the wall, 

And ſorrowfully pencil'd ere thy lips 

Were cold in death, Yes, this poor ſhade alone 
Is all that Heav'n has left me, and e'en this 
Had not been mine to weep o'er and to love, 
But that my daring pencil ſpite of grief 

The feature copied when the ſoul was fled. 


Dear welcome image in my boſom dwell. 
D Forſake 
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Forſake me never. Let me love thee ſtill, 
And often gaze upon thy lifeleſs cheek 
Till blinded ſorrow has no eye to ſee. 
Let me the kiſs of extacy imprint 
Oa thy cold lips, oft as my ſinking ſoul 
Wich recollection bows of thoſe dear hours 
When thy belov'd original was mine 
To ſpeak to and careſs. Then go in peace 
And to the manſion of my heart return, 
Whence none but death ſhall pluck thee, There 
In mute ſecurity till life be ſpent. [repoſe 
Novght that reminds me of the maid I lov'd, 
Nor aught that ſhe applauded or eſteem'd 
Shall from my ſight depart. Therefore ſhall you, 
Ye gentle doves familiar to the hand, 
Whom goodneſs long experienc'd has made tame 
And nothing fearful of the touch of man, 
Under my roof ſtill live, and ſtill enjoy 
Proviſion plenteous. Iſabel your lives 
Redeem'd for pity and the debt forgave. 
Dying 


here 


ne 


ying 
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Dying herſelf your liberty ſhe aſd 
Of thirſty violence, and ye ſhall fall 
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When nature pleaſes, without ſhedding blood. 


And thou too, tabby favorite, tho” thy eye 

Stranger to tears no ſorrow has expreſs'd, 

Still ſporting on the hearth tho” Iſabel 

Thy fond protectreſs is thy friend no more, 

Thou, gentle kitten, ſhalt: no morning- meal 

With ſlender tone petitionary aſk 

But I will yield it. Sit upon my knee, 

And whiſper pleaſure, gratitude and love, 

For favour well beſtow'd. Thy ſilky neck 

Still offer to the preſſure of my hand, 

And fear no evil. Friſk upon the floor, 

And cuff the cuſhion or ſuſpended cork 

Till riot make thee weary, Slumber then 

In the warm ſunbeam on the window's ledge, 

Till from thy fur the ſpark electric ſpring. 

Or doze upon the elbow of my chair, 

Or on my ſhoulder, or my knee, while 1 
92 
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Loſt in ſome dream of happineſs deceas'd 
Steal from reflection pleaſure, and beguile 

A morning's march acroſs the vale of life 
By muſing upon comforts now no more. 
Or if ſweet fleep not pleaſe thee, with the cord 
And dangling taſſel of the curtain play, 

Or ſeize the grumbling hornet, or pert waſp 
Intruding ever, while I ſmile remote 

At danger brav'd by vent'rous ignorance 
And anger ill-eſcap'd. Only forbear 

To teaze the fly and inoffenſive moth, 

As Iſabel forbade thee, Leaſt of all 

Faſten thy talons on the fenceleſs dove, 


For that were murder not to be excus'd. 


O changeable 


able 
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() Changeable and fleeting world ! The hour 
E'en now by time's repeating tongue announc'd 
Completes the circle of twelve ſpeedy months 
Since I my Iſabel, with heart elate 
And proud of its poſſeſſion, at the ball 
Beheld triumphant; fince her rapid hand 
The harp's ſweet ſtrings with emulation ſmote, 
And eaſily victorious won the palm, 
Yet bluſh'd to take it as not well deſery'd. 
Where is ſhe now? O ſoul- diſtracting thought ! 
Open thy caverns, earth, and bleſs my ſight 
With one ſhort interview of her I mourn, 
And thou, great God, forgive me, if I burſt 
The portal of the grave, ill-reconcil'd 
To this thy hard decree. Ye ſilent dead 
I come to weep in your profound abodes, 
To ſhed my tears within your mould'ring vaults 
Mid eyeleſs ſculls and diſſipated bones. 
I have a father ſomewhere. Here he lies. 

D 3 Good 
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Good man, I much reſpect thee, tho' my tears 
Grac'd not thy funeral hour; a child too young 
To know the value of the friend he loſt. 
Repoſe in peace. Thy children ſhall be mine. 
I come not now to weep thee, but to ſeek 
My long-lov'd Iſabel, of all thy train 
Save one the youngeſt, and of all thy train 
Excepting none the lovelieſt. Here ſhe ſleeps, 
Known to a father ſcarce twelve little moons, 
To me a daughter for twelve precious years 
Twice told. Thou tenant of the gloomy vault 
Whom theſe dark boards have priſon'd from my 
Thou ſleeping angel in a treble cheſt _ [ ſight, 
Thrice lock'd and bolted, let me the harſh ſcrew 
Which thy ſweet ſmile confines from its firm hold 
Wrench hatefully away. Let me the ſeam, 
Which o'er thy ſilent innermoſt receſs 
Strong cement cloſes, reſolutely burſt 


To view thy welcome countenance again. 


Where are the lips which mine ſo oft have preſs'd 
In 


T 


In 


TEARS OF AFFECTION. 45 


In joyous welcome and in fad adieu? 


Where are the eyes, which ne'er encounter'd theſe 


But to relate, in eloquence how ſweet, 


In poetry how charming, the ſoft tale 

Of daughterly affection? Where, oh where 

Is the ſweet voice that charm'd my ſoul to reſt, 
And made my cottage but a ſtep from Heav'n? 
Where is the hand ſo welcome to my touch, 
So ſkill'd to gratify my thirſting ear 

With harmony's full meaſure of delight? 
Obſtruction hence, impediment away. 

Tho' univerſal Hell my arm oppoſe 

I will again behold her. Lend me, Death, 
Lend me, grim monſter, thy eternal bar, 

Thy maſly lever that upheaves the lid 

Of the mephitic marble-jaw'd abyls, 

And I ſhall all prevail. Lo! it is done. 


Ah me! is this my Iſabel? Are theſe 


The lips where health his odoriferous gales 
D 4 And 
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And vernal roſes ſhed? Are theſe the balls 


| Whole dew fo often fell to ſoothe my pain 


Or welcome my return, provoking ſtill 

The latent ſympathy my looks denied | 

Till my heart melted and my eye o'erflow'd ? 
Are theſe the fingers that fo charm'd my ear ? 


Is this the hand that dwelt upon my arm 


So many ſummers in the ev'ning walk ? 


The hand that ſery'd me with good- will ſo free, 


Guided the pen ſo fairly, and the heart 

So ſweetly portray'd on the vacant leaf? 

How chang'd and how diſguis'd ! Dear lovely maid, 
Theſe waſted features, and this dread attire 
Deprive thee of all ſemblance. But for theſe 
External horrors which thy limbs encloſe, 

And this thy name engraven, I ſhould deem 
Deluſion bound me in her ſubtle chain. 

Whither, oh whither is thy beauty fled ? 


nN 
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Great God of change, unchangeable thyſelf, 
How tranſient are thy works! The very world 
I; but a beauteous flower, whoſe ſweet leaves 
Still fade to flouriſh, ſtill revive to die. 

The tide once overwhelm'd it, and the frown 
Of him who made it has its tender branch 
Ofc wither'd. It ſhall periſh once again * 
Elen to the root, and yet revive and live. 
And ſo ſhalt thou, ſweet Iſabel, return. 
Heav'n ſpeed the day. Eternal Deity, 
Be it thy pleaſure to reſtore her ſoon, 
Reſtore her now. Let my unhallow'd lips 
The word convey. Arch-angel, blow the trump, 
And fend thy death-ſubduing ſummons forth 
That hell may hear and tremble. Let old eaith 
Quake to her broad foundations at thy blaſt, 
And gaſp and heave with agonies intenſe 
To give her kindled millions ſecond birth, 
Let Heav'n be open'd and the ſpotleſs judge 
Upon the clouds deſcend, the ſhout of Gods 
Wafting his chariot to the world he won, 

I will 
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I will not fly, tho' conſcious of offence 

And many a talent waſted and ill-uſed, 

Till I have ſeen my Iſabel awake 

To bleſs me with a ſmile, Why ſtays the hour ? 
Why ſlumbers Juſtice at her chariot ſide ? 

Have I no voice in Heav'n? Then ſorrow come, 
And ſhed no drop of comfort in my cup. 

Here let me die the victim of regret, 

And ſleep till mercy wake me, till rclief 

Wipe all away my tears, and bid me live 

For miſery is no more, Cloſe at thy ſide, 
Ingenious Iſabel, let me be laid, 

Never to leave thee. May the daring wretch 
Who parts my bones from thine feel never peace, 
But ſigh for agonies ſevere as theſe. 


Sweet maid, I lov'd and rear'd thee as I could, 


And aſk forgiveneſs that I did no more. 


Muſt I till live? Great God at thy command 


I cloſe my lips, I will no more complain, 
I will 


d 
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I will return to life, however ſharp, 

Nor quit it till thy ſummons call me hence. 
Adieu, my love, ſweet Iſabel adieu, 

My loſt companion, exquiſitely dear, 

I leave thy cold and ſolitary cell 

To viſit life again, I ſhall not long 

Be abſent from thy ſide. Theſe ling'ring pains, 
Effect of vigilance and much concern, 

And fretful melancholy pining ſtill 

For thee my treaſure loſt, will yet prevail 

And weigh me down to death. Departed maid, 
Soon to thy ſide I come, and bounteous God 
Grant me this bleſſing, never to be mov'd 

From this my ſpot of coveted repoſe 

Till the loud trump of reſurrection blow. 

Then (hear me Heaven) let theſe lamenting eyes, 
Which ſaw my lovely Iſabel depart, 

Firſt wake to endleſs being, and with tears 

Of joy profuſe her renovation mark. 


Let me behold her as the gentle warmth 
I Of 
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Of life rekindles, as her glowing cheek 

The hue of health recovers, as her pulſe 
Begins again to throb, her lip to breathe. 
Then let me wake her with an ardent kiſs, 
And with a flood of tranſport bleſs the day 
Which makes her mine for ever. Day remote 
And long to be expected. For not yet 

Shall paſs this world away. Not yet ſhall come 
The funeral of the globe, tho' earth be old 
And oft betray her ſymptom of decline. 

No! I have long to tarry ere the morn 

Of reſtoration dawn, and many a flow 

And weary winter muſt I urge away. 

Diſtreſs and ſickneſs, ſorrow, care, and pain, 
Muſt I endure alone, ſhed many tears, 
Lament for comforts gone, and thro” the dark 
And diſmal cave of diſſolution march, 

Ere I can meet my Iſabel again. 

And even then my pittance of deſert 


Shall ill entidle me her bliſs to ſhare, 


T hot 


by--£3 - vol wi ad wt 


TEARS OF AFFECTION. 


Tho' Heav'n be bountiful and much forgive, 
Tho' it attribute merits not our own 

To us who need. Then what is life to me? 
The cage of diſcontent; dark prifon-houſe 

Of ſorrow and complaint, which I nor dare 
To quit, nor hope to dwell in. Happier days 


Once found me loit'ring, but ſuch days are fled. 


Yes, I was happier once, and fondly ſung 
Of comforts not difſembled, of my cot 
And ſweet amuſements which attract no more. 
Methought my ſong ſhould ever be content, 
Plac'd by my God where I was richly bless d, 
In ſuch a nook of life that I nor wiſh'd 
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Nor fancied aught that could have pleas'd me more. 


So ſings the ſummer linnet on the bough, 


And pleas'd with the warm ſun-beam, half afleep, 


The feeble ſonnet of ſupine content 
P 


To his Creator warbles, warbles ſweet 


And not contemn'd, till ſome unfeeling boy 


His 
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His piece unheeded levels, and with ſhow'r 

Of leaden miſchief his ill- utter'd ſong 

Suddenly cloſes. Pines the ſongſter then 
Wounded and ſcar'd, flutters from bough to bough, 
Complains and dies, or lingers life away 


In filent anguiſh and is heard no more. 


MY 
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Mr Cod, have 1 arraign'd thee ? Let thy bow 
Ten thouſand arrows 1n this boſom fix, 

Yet will I own thee juſt. Take all away. 
Leave me no friend, but let me weep alone 
At mute affliction's ſolitary board. 

Summon Cecilia to an early grave, 

And let her tribe of cheerful graces fade 

Faſt as the flow'r ſhe gathers. Let the worm 
Prey on the roſes of Eliza's cheek. 

Yet will I bleſs thee. For to this harſh world 
I came a beggar, but ſufficient bread 

Have never needed. Thy indulgent hand 
Fed and ſuſtain'd me, and ſuſtains me ſtill. 
Nor feel I hardſhip which thy partial rod 

To me alone diſpenſes. Bitter loſs 

Sorrow and miſery overflow the cup 


Of many a ſoul more innocent than mine. 


Behold 
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Behold yon village church, whoſe humble tower 
Stands in a vale between two lofty hills 
Upon the confines of the winter's flood, 
There Caroletta fleeps. Poor hapleſs girl! 
She ſaw a daring brother bound in chains 
And viſited his dungeon—ſaw the ſword 


Of angry juſtice waving o'er his head | 
Bluſh'd for his ſhame—abſconded from the world 


Pin'd into fickneſs—and, the culprit dead, 
Cloſe at his heels went down into the grave. 


So beauty, virtue, piety, and youth 

Fell in an inſtant, and the ſcythe of time 
Cut from the root with one determin'd blow 
The noiſome thiſtle and the harmleſs roſe, 
A roſe too delicate and winning fair 

For the deſerted village where it grew, 


And happily remov'd to bloom in Heav'n, 


Conduct thine eye along that chain of hills, 


Obſerve a ſteeple at the mountain's foot 
Girded 
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Girded by woodland. There Aurelia liv'd, 
And to her happy ſpouſe, the Vicar, bore 

Six ſmiling infants. To maturer years 

Each roſe in turn, but ere the hour was paſt 
Which childhood limits, one grew ſick and died. 
Another linger'd and another fell. 

A third departed ; and thus clos'd the grave 

On three ſweet maidens in the bloom of life. 

A duteous ſon then fell, by phrenſy ſeiz d 


Ere Education her expenſive work 
Had well accompliſh'd, and the letter'd youth 


Diſmiſs'd a graduate. Yet another liv'd, 

But liv'd remote upon the Indian ſhore, 

Nor there liv'd long, but died. The Vicar then 
To Heav'n was ſummon'd, and his weeping ſpouſe 
With only one poor ſickly daughter left 

Fled from the vale and was not heard of more. 


Then let not me complain, but o'er thy grave, 


Departed Iſabel, my tablet place 
E And 
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And to my hearth return; content that Heav'n 

Which all might challenge has yet ſpar d me much. 

Adieu, ſweet maid, whom death untimely ſmote 

« As eager winter nips the bud of ſpring 

For bloſſoming too early. Here ſecure, 

« While judgment tarries, in the duſt repoſe, 

«© And while leſs happy thro” the vale of life 

© We toil in tears without thee, Yet not long 

« Shall death divide us. Swift as the dove's wing 

Shall paſs the moments of this changeful ſtage, 

« And ſoon our bones ſhall meet, Here will we 
ſleep, 

« Here wake together, and from hence aſcend 

* (If haply innocence like thine be ours) 

* Tolove which no affliction ſhall diſturb.” 


Ye kind and cheerful partners of my roof 
Receive me once again, and once again, 


Welcome aſſociates of my humble board, 
Smile at my entrance, and aſſuage my pain 


With 


Vich 
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With pure eſteem's reiterated kiſs. 

Cecilia, let thy finger fill my ear 

With the ſweet concord of ſubduing ſounds 
Prelude to ſerious ſong. Let thy free voice 
Eliza ſooth me with ſome plaintive air, 

Till peace and comfort fill my breaſt again, 
Steal me away from grief and grief from me. 
Let not your hearts be ſad, tho' on my cheek 
Dull melancholy dwell, and from my brow 
Depart reluctant as the louring gloom 

Of mid-November, Yet this cloud ſhall paſs, 
And float away with ſenſible retreat 

In the returning ſunſhine of content. 

This frown of winter ſhall again be chas'd 

By the ſweet ſmile of ſpring. Summer ſhall come, 
And joy ſhall bloſſom from ten thouſand buds 
Gay as the nectarine, tho' now its branch 
Seem to be blaſted by a withering froſt 

Never to flouriſh more. Come then, my loves, 


Still let improvement be our daily care. 
E 2 And 
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And let us riſe to this our welcome taſk To 
Soon as the lark of May, which ſoars aloft But 
In the firſt glimpſe of morning, and performs Pla 
A darkling anthem at the gates of Heav'n, 4 £ 
Let us purſue it, earneſt as the bee Unc 
Searching the raſpberry's unfolded bloom, Wh 
Which never leaves it till the fun 1s couch'd And 
The longeſt ſummer's day; yea travels ſtill Cloſ 
And with the nightingale her ſtrain prolongs Will 
E' en in the moon- beam, when the vale is huſh'd Till 
And ev'ry idler bird gone home to bed. The 
This be our only care, till waning life And 
Has number'd all its ſands. And then one grave Toſi 
Receive us all, and be one only vault To ſt 
The darkſome cell of our impriſon'd bones, 
Thither let nature lead us one by one | Th 
Nothing deſpairing, tho' with plenteous tears Give 1 
Haply bewailing intermitted love, Meet 
As now we weep o'er Iſabel deceas'd. If not, 
My he 


No proud inſcription memorize the ſpot 
2 To 


Ve 


To 
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To which our aſhes are gone down in hope, 

But let one unadorn'd and modeſt ſtone 

Plain and ſincere, ſay only, © Here he lies 
And here lie thoſe he lov'd and thoſe he ſung.” 
Under the altar of yon village church, 

Which ſtands upon a hillock in the vale 

And looks toward the foamy ſwelling deep, 

Cloſe by the ſide of Iſabel ſo dear, 

Will we repoſe together; there to reſt, 

Till at the dawn of everlaſting doom 

The ſummoning Archangel lift his trump 

And blow the dead to life, Than ſhall we wake 
To ſweet renewal of unceaſing love, 


To ſurer peace and union without end, 


Thou bounteous Author of all human bliſs, 
Give me whatever lot thy wiſdom deems 
Meet and convenient pleaſure, if thou wilt 
If not, then pain and be it ſharp as this 
My heart tho' wounded ſhall adore thee (till. 
E 3 
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Igo apis Matine 
More modogue 
Grata Carpentis thyma per labore m 
Plurimum, circa nemus uvidique 
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IL FERSES 


OCCASIONED BY AN ACCIDENT. 


II chanc'd, her gay triumph to check, 
As Amanda was dancing with grace, 

The chain that encompaſs'd her neck 
Came aſunder and fell from its place. 


Be it mine, ſaid the youth at her ſide, 

To entrammel a heart that would ſtray, 
It ſhall reſt where it is, ſhe replied, 

Leſt my own ſhould be pilfer'd away. 


E 4 Ay, 
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Ay, bind it, he anſwer'd with zeal, 
O for charity give it a chain, 
For none that has power to ſteal, 


Will have virtue enough to refrain, 


II. THE 


IE 
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II. THE AUTHOR's ADDRESS 


TO HIS FATHER, 


DEPARTED ſoul, whoſe ſudden calm deceaſe 
Came in the moment when thy joyous heart 
Welcom'd the birth-hour of thy lateſt born— 
Thou at whoſe feet a care-devoted child 

I ſtood unconſcious in the hour of death, 

And ſaw thy eyelid cloſe, nor deem'd it aught 
Save the ſweet ſymptom of returning ſleep— 
Kind parent, whoſe indulgence yet my ſoul 
Fondly remembers, and thy name reveres— 


If in the manſions where thy ſpirit dwells 


Inhabits ſweet remerabrance of thy own, 
Know they are happy, and thy virtues hail 
With never- ceaſing pride and filial joy. 


III, VERSES 
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HI. FERSES 


TO AMANDA, 


IF Prometheus, my charmer, complain'd 
Of the rigorous juſtice of Jove, 

And to Caucafus ever was chain'd, 
When he ſtole only fire from above. 


Shalt thou *ſcape the Thunderer's blow, 


And thy infinite theft be forgiven, . 
Who haſt plunder'd all nature below, 
Who haſt ſtol'n all the beauties of Heaven? x 
| O no, thou no longer ſhalt ſtray 1 
From the fetters of puniſhment free, 
; Mighty Jove the vaſt wrong ſhall repay, 
And chain thee for ever—to me. Be 
Bel 


VI. CAN- f 
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IV. CANZONET 1, 


WHEN the grey witch of former days 
Preſum'd to exerciſe her ſpelt 

She made her exit in a blaze, 
And he that was bewitch'd was well. 


But now, ſince more angelic ſhapes 
At incantation take their turn, 

The beauteous ſorcereſs eſcapes 
And he that is bewitch'd muſt burn, 


So am I doom'd in ſpite of aid 
To languiſh in the midſt of flame, 
Faſt-ſtak'd by yon enchanting maid 


Who charms me with her very name, 


Bewitching beauty, ah reſtrain 
The pow'rful magic of thine eye, 
Beſtow a ſmile upon my pain, 
And ſet me free or let me dic, 
1 
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Rovſe thy diſpleaſure. Let deſpair 
With his keen arrow pierce my fide, 


Or give me eaſe which mult be there 
Where Heav'n, and love, and thou reſide, 


V. THE 


THE BOUQUET. 67 


V. THE MIDNIGHT INVOCATION. 


YE fairies who float on the breeze 
And in bloſſoms delight to repoſe, 

Or regale with convenience and eaſe 
In the moſs-cover'd bud of the roſe. 


Yeelves who in acorn cups dwell 

Sleeping faſt through the fervours of noon, 
And rejoice round the hyacinth's bell 

To dance down the pale day of the moon, 


Lay aſide ev'ry ſport ye purſue 

On the mountain or dew-beſprent green, 
And your gay ſummer habits renew 

To come hither and wait on your Queen. 


Make ye haſte at the dead of the night 
From her chamber to ſteal her away, 
Oh make haſte, and again to my ſight 


My divine little charmer convey. 
Your 
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Your moſt eaſy of chariots prepare, 

One whoſe wheels are on thiſtle-down borne, 
And conduct her aſleep thro' the air 

Softly ſmiling as roſy-cheek'd morn. 


Deck her couch with the bloſſoms of ſpring, 
Round about her ſweet eſſences ſhed, : 
And ſuſpend the grey butterfly's wing 
Far a canopy over her head, 


In the lap of ſweet ſlumber and eaſe 
On the plumes of the moth let her lie, 
And her cheek curtain cloſe from the breeze 
With the web of the foe to the fly. 


And, ſince ſlumber and muſic agree, 
Gentle harmonies round her be heard, 

The ſoft flutes of the gnat and the bee 
And the hum of the dew-ſipping bird, 
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At my door when your myriads alight 
Let no footſtep diſquiet her peace, 

Come ye down like the ſnow in the night 
Soft and ſtill as the dew on the fleece. 


And if, wak'd, from yon mtricate thorn 
The ſweet linnet ſhould warble his lay, 
Bid him huſh for it is not the morn, 


He has long to repoſe before day. 


Airy charmer, who thus to my ſight, 
Cloth'd in fancy's bewitching attire, 

Comeſt ever by day and by night 
While J gaze and too fondly admire; 


Lift thine eye and my paſſion approve, 


For I own and conceal it no more, 


Thou alone art the fairy I love, 


Thou alone art the ſylph I adore. 


> 


Yet 


[| 
1 
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Vet alas! ſince to theſe longing arms 
Thy attractions thou wilt not reſign, 


Slumber on while I dote on thy charms 


v 

And applaud what muſt never be mine. | 
Ahl the Fates, gentle Waller, deſign'd C 

That our lots ſhould in one thing agree, 

Thou waſt won by a maiden unkind, 7. 
And a maiden unkind has won me. 
. 
Thou didſt love, and ſtill ſne could refuſe, Aut 
Frie 


Sweet encouragement never was thine, 
Sacchariſſa could laugh at thy muſe, 
Anna: bella is heedleſs of mine. 


VI. TO 
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An 


WHO, UPON RECEIVING A FLOWER, OBSERVED 
THAT NATURE COULD NOT HAVE MADE IT 
MORE PERFECT. 


COULD Nature do no more for this fair flower ? 
Aſſert it not, fair maid, —it is not true; 

To make a fairer ſhe had ſurely power, 
Who made a fairer when ſhe model'd you. f 


+ For the thought of this little piece and one of the lines, the 
Author confeſſes himſelf to have been indebted to an ingenious 
Friend, 


F VII. CAN. 
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VII. CANZzZ ONE T II 


IN my boſom contentment ſhall reign 
And deſpair ſhall torment me no more, 
I have ſeen my lov'd fair one again 


And ſhe came with a ſmile to my door, 


I have ſeen her tho' tranſient her ſtay, 
Tho' time would not loiter and wait, 

And the ſhow'r has not yet waſh'd away 
The ſmall print of her foot at my gate, 


Rapid day the ſtrong reaſon explain 
Why thy ſteeds were ſo quick to be gone, 
To remove, my ſweet angel again 


And to leave me to linger alone, 


Come again and to merit my praiſe 
Travel flow thro' the regions above, 
And I'll give thee the gratefuleſt lays, 
Which can flow from the boſom of love, 
Q return, 


returns 
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O return, and to win my good will, 
When I ſee her approach from afar 
Turn thy ſteeds with their heads to a hill 
And lock faſt ev'ry wheel of thy car. 


ale Wc oc one 
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VIII. LINES 


INSERTED IN A POCKET-BOOK., 


GO, little book, I charge thee poſt away; 
To the fair hand of her I love depart, 
And in ſoft numbers to her eye convey 


The ſtill confeſſion of a wounded heart. 


Whiſper the hopeleſs paſſion in her ear 
Which thy ſad maſter can no longer hide, 
And ſay not Littleton was more ſincere 


When at his Lucy's grave he fondly figh'd. 


Go and return not, but from to day to day, 
Plead for affection till her heart approve, 
Go and return not, but for ever ſtay, 


The ſacred pledge of unforbidden love. 


For know, if to this hand theſe leaves return, 
And to this heart unwelcome tidings bear, 
Thou muſt a lame-devoted victim burn 


Upon the kindled altar of deſpair. 
But 
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But if thou ſtay, and her propitious eye 
Delight to read my undiſſembling line, 


Thy precious memory ſhall never die, 

But live eternal as her love and mine. 
f 
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IX. ADDRESS TO THE MOON. 


REPLENISH'D moon, whoſe unobſtructed beam 
Once more upon the windows of my cot 

Shines with ſuch ſweet indulgence, welcome till. 
] bid thee welcome with a cheerful heart | 
Which loves thy gentle mitigated ray, 

And the ſweet ſmile of mute benevolence 
Which glows upon thy brow—whether thy orb 
Riſe in the tranquil hour and climb in peace 
The azure concave of unclouded Heav'n, 

Or leave its couch to croſs a ſtormy ſky 

And poſt triumphantly from cloud to cloud— 
Or whether thy pure beam ſhed ſecond day 
Upon a froſty ſcene of hills and dales 

Cover'd with Winter's inow, or dimly riſe 

From Autumn's purple caſt with aſpect ſtreak'd, 
Tawny, and ſlowly brightning, as ſubſides 

The ray of mellow ey'ning in the weſt— 


Yes I ſtill love thee, and thy riſing hail | 
With 
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With all the little muſic which the lyre 
Struck by my hand can utter, 


Yet, fair moon, 
Much as I love thee, let me wiſh thee gone. 
Empty thy golden globe, Reverſe thy horns, 
Swiftly renewing till thy ample orb 
Once more arrive at her full-lumin'd hour. 
For know, unwearied empreſs of the night, 
Soon as thy lamp induſtrious ſhall have run 
Its phaſy circuit round the tardy earth, 
So ſoon I meet the fair one I adore, 
My promiſe-bound companion in the dance, 
Then, cheerful orb, I ſhall not look on thee, 
Fair as thou art, a fairer ſtill than thou 
Will all my tendance win. Sweet is thy {mile 
But ſweeter hers. For as thy beauteous light 
O'ercomes the feebler glories of the ſky, 
So will her fair appearance thy poor ray 
With eaſe ſubdue, and make it pale and faint 


As at the dawn of all- eclipſing day. 
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x. CAN ZZ ONE T in. 


When the maid that poſſeſſes my heart 
Was content at my manſion to ſtay, 
Rapid time was in haſte to depart 


And the moments fled laughing away. 


But now ſince I ſee her not near, 
And to ſeek her is not in my pow'r, 
Ev'ry day is as long as a year, 


'ry moment as ſlow as an hour, 


Tardy time, thy fleet pinions repair, 
To be ſwifter than ever was known, 
Let the hours while I wait for my fair 
Dance away upon ſandals of down. 


But when, her gay fellows among, 
At my door my ſweet angel appears, 
Bid the moments ſteal ſoftly along 


And lengthen the days into years. 
XI. D- 


FD a 


„ 


Int 


= 


THE BOUQUET. 


XI. ADDRESS TO HAPPINESS. 
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O HAPPINESS, thou puny ſhort-liv'd plant, 
Whoſe tender branch this World's inclement ſky 


But ill endures, and bears abundant bloom 

In the oacific clime of Heaven alone, 

Let me thy tranſcient beauty ſtrive to rear, 
Not without hope, uncertain as thou art, 
That thy ſweet bloſſom ſhall at length be mine. 
I'll give thee ſhelter from all winds that blow, 
Diffuſe eternal ſummer round thy head, 

And ſatisfy thy root with gentle drops 

Warm as the dew the tender mother ſheds 
Upon her drooping child. And in return 
Do thou, ſweet ſtranger, to my longing eye 
At leaſt one bloſſom leiſurely unfold, 

To be tranſported, when occaſion ſmiles, 

Into the boſom of the maid I love. 


There to abide, perchance ſhall pleaſe thee well, 


For 
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For 'tis a manſion like thy native ſeat, 
The fair abode of innocence and truth. 
Be it thy home, and ſatisfy mankind 

T hat happineſs can flouriſh here below, 
And is not always like the Cereus' bioom, 


Alive at night and wither'd cre the morn. 


XII. 


CAN- 
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XII. CANZONET IV. 


CAN aught be more fair to the eye 
Than the bluſh of the maidenly year? 
Can aught with the orchard- bloom vie 
When in May its ſweet bloſſoms appear? 
Can avght like the eglantine pleaſe, 
Or the roſe budding? Tell me what can? 
O thrice more attracting than theſe 


Is the cheek of my ſweet little Anne. 


What can charm like the ſpring of the field 
When it trickles tranſparently by? 

Or what ſweeter pleaſure can yield, 
Than to look on the gems of the ſky ? 

What can win like the tremulous dew 
Which the Zephyrs on goſſamer fan ? 

O thrice more enchanting to view 


Is the eye of my ſweet little Anne. 


Can 
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Can aught like the morning delight 
When it dawns toward peaceable day ? 
Or bewitch like the planet of night 
When ſhe ſteals in good humour away ? 
Is there aught like the ſweetneſs of eve, 
When ſerene as when Nature began, 
The ſoft ſun takes his mellow laſt leave? 
Yes, the ſmile of my ſweet little Anne, 


Can aught more delicious be nam'd 
Than the exquiſite fruit of the pine? 
More inviting can aught be proclaim'd 
Than the elegant bunch of the vine ? 
Is there aught can in flavour exceed 
Ev'ry beverage precious to man ? 
O yes, theſe are taſteleſs indeed 
To the kiſs of my ſweet little Anne. 


Thrice more than the ſun-ſetting hour 


Or the dawn of the morning, benign, 


More 
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More delightful than ſpring's ſweeteſt flow'r 
Or the mirth-making juice of the vine, 


More ſerene than the gems of the ſky, 
And more ſoft than the down of the ſwan, 
Is the cheek, is the lip, is the eye, 


Is the ſmile, of my ſweet little Anne. 


XIII. SECOND 
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XIII. SECOND ADDRESS TO THE MOON. 


MOON that fo fairly riſeſt from the crown 

Of yon high oak, and waſt ſo fondly pray'd 

To fill thy orb with light, ah me! how cold, 
How little welcome is thy cheerleſs beam! 
Methought it would have found me full of hops; 
And at the. fide of one whoſe winning ſmiles 

My ſoul devoutly honours. But it comes 

To ſee me languiſhing in diſcontent, 

To ſce me pining with a brimful eye, 

Soliciting in vain the buried dart 

Which feſters in my boſom. Gentle moon, 
How did I blame thee that thy phaſy lamp 

So tardily increas d. For no methought 

I ſhould again my charmer's eye engage, 

And touch the hand which her own welcome word 
Her own ſpontaneous promiſe had decreed 


Should at this moment have been link'd in mine. 
O happineſs, 
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O happineſs, thou fair deluſive flower, 
How painfully had I thy puny bud 
Taught to unfold its flow reluctant leaf! 
How had I cheriſh'd thee, with little doubt 
Ere this thy grateful! bloſſom would have grac'd 
The glowing boſom of rewarded love. 
But ah! a cruel worm has kill'd my hopes, 


Nor can I decorate a wounded heart 


With that ſweet bloſſom which it ſurely needs. 


An exile let me wander, far from hope, 
Far from the haven of content and eaſe, 
Far from that Paradiſe my doting heart 
Fondly ſuppos'd its own, Such was the pain 
Deſponding Adam felt when from his hand 
The gracious Angel parted, and he ſaw 
Before him barren earth's unbounded plain, 
Behind him God's high-blazing fiery ſword, 
Such anguiſh felt he when the golden gate 
Clos'd on the blooming garden, which his hand 
Had with affection nurtur'd. And ſuch too 
Were the few natural drops he ſhed apart 

And 
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And wip'd them ſoon. So did he overlook 
And bury in her tears the bitter ſmart 
Eve's indiſcretion rais'd, concealing half 


And all forgiving the vaſt woe he felt, 


Poor diſcontented heart! when ſhalt thou taſte 


Of the pure ſpring of happineſs again! 

Wide is the moon from the life ſhedding ſun, 
Wide are the ſpangled Heavens from the earth, 
Wide is the eaſt from the day-drowning weſt, 
Yet are not all theſe diſtances ſo wide 

As the wide diſtance between thee and peace. 
Thou reſtleſs tenant of an aching breaſt, 

Why doſt thou labour at the forge of life 
With ſuch impetuous ſtroke. Tis not diſeaſe 
Which comes thy little kingdom to diſturb. 
Tis not the fever which alarms my blood, 

Or brain delirious, which in ugly dream, 

Sees bony death with his potential bar 


Heaving the lid of the unwholeſome vaulc 
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To give my relics room. No, tis the loſs 

Of only one ſweet jewel dearly priz'd, 

Whoſe abſence may be ſome day not perceiv'd 
Tho” never recompenc'd. Then be at eaſe, 

The darkeſt night is follow'd by a dawn, 

The gloomieſt cavern has a diſtant mouth 
Which opens to the ſun. Anguiſh and pain 
Are changeable and waning as the moon, 

The weeping mother of an only child 

Can place him in the bowels of the earth 

And feel content again. His blooming bride 
The huſband buries, and forgets his loſs. 

Then may thy quick tumultuous throb be ſtill'd 
By the ſlow lapſe of moments, months, and years. 
Be patient then, and let my wakeful eye 

Meet its accuſtom'd ſlumbers. One pang more 
Shall be allow'd thee, when the die is caſt 

And ſhe's for ever and for ever gone. 

Then to thy peace return, nor waſte a ſigh, 
Convinc'd that Heaven in the cup of life 


Mingles prevention for the good of man, 
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XIV. TO 4 LADY 
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WHO DREW THE PINS FROM HER BONNET IN A * 
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CEASE, Eliza, thy locks to deſpoil, Of ev 
Nor remove the bright ſteel from thy hair, Deerr 
For {ruitleſs and fond is the toil = Come 
3:1ce nature has made thee fo fair. Be ſes 
And v 

e the roſe on thy cheek ſhall remain Andn 
And thine eye ſo bewitchingly ſhine, Repot 
Thy endeavour muſt ſtill be in vain point 
For altraction will always be thine. as he 
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XV. ADDRESS TO CRITICISM, 


SISTER of nature, lovely Criticiſin, 
Whoſe friendly, exquiſite, judicious touch 
Softens the blaze of genius, and the work 
Of every muſe improves; ingenious maid, 
Deem not I ſhun thee with a ſcornful eye. 
Come to my ſide and look upon my work. 


Be ſeated by me. Ruminate my page; 
And while my hand is loop'd about thy waiſt, 


And my reclining head in thoughtful eaſe 


Repoſes on thy ſhoulder, mark my faults. 


Point to the line which my impatient pen 


oy haſtily diſmiſs'd, and blot the word 
hich gives offence to decency or truth. 


I feel and own that I have much to mend. 
Reprove me, and adviſe me. Thy rebuke 


Is ever tender, and ſo mix'd with love 


O- Tis but a precious medicine diſguis'd 


Which charms the palate and reltores the man. 
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Such is thy cenſure, Cowper, whom my muſe 


Dares to beheve, nor ſcruples to pronounce 


The faireſt critic, and the ſweeteſt bard, 
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